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to liking, I dull be out of heart ihortly, & then I fhall have, 
no ftrength to repent .And I have not forgotten what the infidc 
of a Churc s 1 made of, I am a Peppercorns , a brewers horfe, 
the infide ofa rnreh. Company, villanous company hath been 
the fpoyle of me. 

"Bar. Sir Iohn, yoxxztz fo fretful!, you cannot live long. 

Fal. Why, there is it,come,(ing me abawdy Song,make me 
merry : I was as vertuoufly sjiven, as a Gentleman need to be, 
vertuous enough, fwore little , dic’d not above feven times a 
wackcjwentto aBawdy houfe not above once in a quarter of an 
houre,paid money that I borrowed three or fonre times, lived 
well, and in good compaffe # and now I live out of all order,out 
of compaffe. 

"Bar. Why, you are fo fatte. Sir Iohn T that you mult needs be 
out of all compaffe : out of all reasonable compaffe, Sir Iohn. 

Fal. Doe thou amend thy face.& lie amend my life:thouart 
our AdnTirall ,thou beateft the Lanterne in the Poope,but tis in 
the Nofe of thee, thou art the King of the burning lampe. 

Bar. Why, Jtr /**», ny face doesyou no harms. 
fW.No, lie be fworne, I make as good ufe of it , as many a 
man doth of a Deaths head ,or a memento mori . 1 never fee thy 
face, but I thinke upon hell fire,and Dives that lived in Purple : 
for there he is in His Robes,burning, burning- If thou wert any 
way give to vertue,! would fweareby thyface:my oath fhould 
be, By this fire, that’s tods Angel: But thou art altogether given 
over ; & vvert indeecl,but for the light in thy face, the Sunn® of 
utter darkneffe. When thou runft up Gads -hill in the night, to 
catch my Horfc, if I did not thinke that thou hadft been an 
hrnisfatuus, or a bal of wild-fire.there’s no purchafe in Mony.O 
rfiou art a perpetuall TriuiHpb^and cverlafting Bone-fire-light,, 
thou haft laved me a thoufand Markes in Linkes arid Torches, 
wa) king with thee in the night betwixt Taverne & Taverne : 
but the Sack that thou haft drunke me, would have bought me 
Lights as good cheape, of the deareft Chandlers in Europe. I 
nave maintained that Salamander of yours with fire, any time 
t-his two and thirty yeares : God reward me for it. 

£ r, Zbloud, I would my fact werein your be iy. 

M3od a mercy, fo fhould I be heart-burned. 

How 
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How now, dame ‘Tartlet the Hen,ha ve you enquired 
yet Who pickt my pocket ? Enter Bofieffe, 

Hoft, Why Sir Iohn, what do you think Sir Iohn} do you think 
I keepe theeves in my houfe? I have fearcht, I have inq uird, fo 
haz my husband, man by man, boy by boy, fervant by fervant : 
the tight of a haire was never loft in my houfe before* 

Fal. Ye lie,Hoftcff fBardoll was lhav'd and loft many haires 
and i’lebe fwome my pocket was pickt : gee to, you are a wo- 

m £^Who I > l defie thee t Gods light, 1 was never cald fo in 
mine own houfe before. 

Fal. Goe to, I knowyou well enough . 

Bof.HOySir Iohn, you doenot know tmSir Iohn; I know 
you Sir John, you owe me money Sir Iohn, and now you prefee 
a quarrell tobeguile me of it :ibought you a dozen of fhirtsto 

y< Sxodas,filtiiy Doalaa:! have given them away to Bakers 

wives, they have made boulters of them. r ... 

Bof. Now as I am a true woman, Holland of viij.s.an eilryou 
. owe money here betides. Sir Iohn, for your diet, and by-driwl - 
ings,and mony lent you,xxiiij .pound. 

F alf. He had his part of it, let him payv 
Hof. He ? alas, he is poore, he hath nothing. 

Fa/. How ! poore ? looke upon his face jW hat cah you rich ? 
let them coine his Nofe, let them coine his cheekes.i’le not pay 
a denyer; what, will you make a younker of me? fhall I not tak e 
mine eafe in mine lnne,butl Hull have my pocket pickt?I have 
loft a feale Ring of my Grandfathers, worth forty marke. 

Bof O Jefu,I have heard the Prince tell him, 1 know not 
how oft, that Ring was Copper. 

Yalf How?theT>3tf« > is a Jack, afneak-cap:Zbloudandhe 
- were here, I w ould cudgell him like a Dog, if lie would fay fo. 
Enter the Prince marching, andYalfiajfe meets him, 
playing on his Franc kion like a Yife, 

F 4 /.H 0 W now Lad, is the wind in that doore y faith ? 

• Muft we all march ? 

Bar. Yea. two and two ; New'gate taihion. 

HofMy Lord, I pray you- hcaiv me, ^ 





